





7, ~ 
C (i e 
( , ¥/ 


HUMAN INTEREST 
NUM BER 





SKSRRREERSL 


os. §=CE 


“=e 





G 


O 


OCTOBER 23, 1915 
Price, 10 Cents 





MARY LANE oh Lad. 
! 


er 





saul atl TAI i 











The mark of superior 
motor car service 





You know these trade-marks through National Periodical Advertising 


The purpose of a trade- 
mark or trade name on 
aeons is to identify them, so 
that the buyer may know the 
origin of the goods, may 
have a convenient means of 
getting the same goods a 
second time if he is pleased, 
or of fixing the responsibility 
for his disappointment, if he 
finds the goods to be inferior. 


The purpose of national 
advertising is to make widely 
known the names and trade- 
marks of goods upon which 
the manufacturer places this 
stamp of his responsibility— 
this sign of his willingness 
to be judged by the quality 
of hisgoods. The trade-mark 
identities the goods—adver- 
tising makes them known. 
The two things work togeth- 
er automatically for higher 
standards of quality. 


It is obvious that when 
goods can be identified by 
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the purchaser they are as 
easy to avoid a second time 
as they are to buy—therefore, 
second and subsequent sales 
will depend upon the satis- 
faction of the buyer with his 
first purchase. 


Advertising reduces the 


cost of selling superior goods, ’ 


because it introduces such 
goods to millions of new 
customers whose second and 
subsequent purchases more 
than pay for the cost of the 
introduction. Advertising is 
death to inferior goods, be- 
cause inferior goods do not 
make permanent customers. 


Trade-marks and national 
advertising are the two great- 
est public servants in busi- 
ness today. Their whole 
tendency is to raise qualities 
and standardize them, while 
reducing prices and stabi- 
lizing them. 


J udge 


The Happy Medium 
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ALITTLE 
MORE PEP 
THERE, PLEASE 
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THAT AGAIN AND 
YOUR FORTUNE 
1S MADE ! 


ALL RIGHT! 
JUST WAIT A} 
MOMENT 
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YouRE JusT THE 
MAN WE WANT! 
GIVE You $5,000 


YE GoDS! THOSE 
WERE “THE 
REMEMBER 1 
\ PLAYED OTHELLO y, GLORIOUS DAYS. 
AND YOu WERE 


STREET 


WOULD YOU 
MIND FIGHTING 

LITTLE NEARER 
THE PLEASE. 
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LETS GO ON THE 

BACK FIRE ESCAPE 

AND WATCH THE 
MOVIES 


FLATS ‘TO-LET 
2 ROOMS AND 
WITH MOVING PICT- 
URES IN REAR 


TO-NIGHT 
JHE POPULAR FAVORITE 


DOLLIE DAPLIN 
09:0 
MOVIE THEATE 


THIS STORE 
FOR DAY 


TO MOVIES 


ANT ISELL 
A BLOCK OF 
MOviIE STOCK? 


1 CAN'T MARRY) (& 
YOU TO-NIGHT, 
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Comforts of Archaeology 

ROM an address lately delivered at 

Winona Lake, Ind., by Camden M. 
Cobern, archaeologist, we extract certain 
facts and deduce certain 
conclusions as to the 
things which make life 
worth living for the Roman 
citizen of the year tr, 
Christian era. 

There were flats to rent 
—but no janitors. The 
word janitor denotes and 
presupposes supreme au- 
thority. The mind cannot conceive of a 
janitor in a time when all you had to do 
was to say “Caesarem appello” and Presto, 
Change! Insect authority would crawl off 
into the back street and obligingly die. 

Shorthand was as common then as now— 
and short change even commoner; for 
instance, Caesar asked Brutus for 
quarter and got twenty-three for 
his. There were elevators in cer- 
tain palatial homes, not, however, 
including the highball. There were 
pipe organs, and pipe dreams; lifts, 
but nothing of the uplift; there were 
commuters, but so far as the record 
shows no Jersey ’skeeters, and a 
scarcity of Long Island marshes is 
to be inferred. 

Roads were built which equaled 
any of ours, both in the abstract 
and in the concrete; and while 
Caesar subdivided all Gall into 
three parts, some of those old Ro- 





man road contractors must have 
split it fifty-fifty. 
It must be loads of fun to be 


an archaeologist, and browse amid 
the mouldy tomes and dig down 
into the subcellar of antiquity, 
and especially, when one’s wife 
asks: “Is that billiard chalk on 


your coat?”’ to be able to reply 


to her, “My dear, that is the dust 
of ages!” 


O R 


Brief Decisions 
ANY a man who prides himself on 
his physical strength cannot even 
hold his tongue. 





* 

Armed with a tongue and a broomstick 
the average woman can defeat a regiment 
of men. 

* 

A girl feels that she has fulfilled her mis- 
sion in life when she attempts to rear a 
goldfish. 

5, 

A pessimist will borrow trouble from him- 

self if he can’t do any better. 
* 

The man who is afraid of his wife never 
has any time to love her. 

~ 

If you would lead, keep out of the way of 
those who would follow. 





*“ Elsie, did you go and tell mother I was playing in the coal bin?” 





Mediocrity Threatened 
NE of the many things that parents 
should stifle in their children is the 
God-given instinct for judicious disobedi- 


ence. This deplorable 
tendency, so prevalent 
in American youth, must 
be summarily dealt with, 
or the future mediocrity 
of our people will be un- 
dermined. Children, par- 
ticularly boys, who are 
not taught to obey 
without question invari- 
ably grow up with a disgusting penchant 
for exercising their own initiative. They 
are very likely, under such careless guid- 
ance, to fall into the habit of accomplish- 
ing things worth while, or to commit simi- 
lar unconventional and unexpected acts that 
will eternally blast the more self-respecting 
branches of the family tree. 

Perhaps the best way to guard 
against any such disgrace is to keep 
your boy cowed during childhood 
and adolescence and then place him 
in some over-disciplined college un- 
til the faculty thinks it safe to sell 
hima diploma. The hundreds of 
successes scored by boys who have 
been fired from college because they 
presumed to know better than to 
waste all their time doing what pro- 
fessors prescribe shows beyond all 
doubt that college discipline com- 
mittees quickly rid their halls of those 
who are brazen enough to find out 
anything for themselves. Another 
evidence that the parentally ad- 
ministered college is a safe place for 
your boy and that the work of dis- 
cipline committees is highly efficient 
is the fact that people who get a 
complete college education seldom 
ever get anything else. 








We men can say this much: none 
of our clothes button up the back. 
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Elinore—Of course you've read “Jean Christophe?” Now when he—— Nathan—Er—ah—yes, I think so. 
book, isn’t it, with a red cover ? 
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It’s sort of a thin 








The Daughter’s Idea 





& ge \\ \ \ \ ANE 5 RS. BROWN was in the habit of introducing her big 
YY oa t daughter as, “This is Jane. She’s only fifteen— 
\ \\ Y wee ANY = = oo : | you’d never think it, would you.” 

\\ AS NY Witte CZ ie”. At last the girl protested. “It’s mean 

\NY | ; t of you to tell everybody how young I 


am. I could have a lot better time if you 
didn’t.” 

“Perhaps you could. But I don’t pro- 
pose to have people saying, after you’ve 
been out in society a couple of seasons, 
‘Don’t tell me Jane Brown is only twenty 
—why she was a grown girl years ago!’” 

“Just the same,” retorted the daugh- 
ter, “you wouldn’t like it if I introduced 
you to my friends as, ‘This is my mother. She’s only 
forty-eight—you’d never think it, would you!’” 














The Unsentimental Truth 
“Did you read this, about the poor man who escaped 
from the asylum?” asked Mrs. Ninkum, looking up from 
her paper. ‘‘He was so anxious to get back to his wife 
and her good cooking that he swam the river.” 
“A sob-sister threw in that heart-throb stuff,” jeered 
Mr. Ninkum. “The truthis that the bug-catchers were 
after him and he wanted a place to hide.” 


Do They Sleep Less? 
Women evidently sleep less than men. 





- Why so? 
Wife—Now, John Henry, I'm going to tell you what I think of you! Well, we seldom hear of a woman talking in her sleep. 
Ballades of a Gay Week-ender Swamped Discouraging 
Popular Hostesses: Mrs. Gookes Many a person isswept un- Invalid—I'd like to see the proprietor of this sanitarium! 
KNOW full many a hostess sweet: der by a wave of prosperity. Clerk—He has gone away, sir, for his health! 


There’s Mrs. T. Delancey Jukes, 
And Mrs. Casper Laidlaw Tweet, 
Whose house is filled with earls and dukes. 
Ah, yes! And Alice Suffern Tewkes, 
With charms galore when all is said. 
But best of all is Mrs. Gookes, 
Who lets her men guests breakfast in bed! 





Her home is like a club. Your feet 
May rest on chairs without rebukes; 
She never thinks it’s indiscreet 
Of Mr. Meeks or Mr. Mooks, 
Or even Mr. Algy Snooks, 
To taste too much the wine that’s red; 
Next morning—joy!—the pompous Shookes 
Brings up their breakfast to their bed! 


What though it’s not considered neat, 
And other guests give dubious looks? 
What though the crumbs fall on the sheet, 
And you cry out, “Zounds!” and “‘Gadzooks!”’ 
You're happier far than prim Miss Spooks, 
Who in the dining-room is fed. 
For one can snooze after the cook’s 
Permitted you to breakfast in bed! 
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Hostesses sweet, ye Cholmondeley-Lukes, ws TL RO 
Ye Vanes, and all I’ve visited, a tai DLR 
Hark to the reason we love Jane Gookes:— 
She lets her men guests breakfast in bed! 


—Paul Norman. 


It Will Crop Out 
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If it wasn’t for human nature every per- -- 
son would be kind and charitable. THE HORSE TROUGH 














Boy—Hey, mister, you dropped a nickel ! 


TORRENTIAL downpour of rain made 
our modest little club a particularly 
happy rendezvous: our distinguished fel- By 
low member, Amethyst Jones, the Olive Oil 
King, gazed at us thoughtfully: ‘As the non-dancing men are 
all here,” he softly said, “I would like to tell you a tale of love 
and devotion.”’ 

His whimsical face was half sad; 
his kindly eyes beamed through his 
glasses. 

‘“*Go on!”’ we breathlessly said. 

Amethyst extracted from his bill 
fold a tin-type, a likeness of him- 
self when he owned a luxuriant head 
of hair. The features were younger, 
but the expression and the eyes were 
the same. 

“That,” said Amethyst, “was 
taken by a Southern photographer. 
It was presented by me to a lady. 
Perhaps you are surprised that I now possess the little tin-type. 
When it was taken, I was engaged in touring the South as far as 
Alabama, in the interests of a New York firm. I was introducing 
a very fine kind of eggbeater to the Southern people. I used to 
go to trade centres of ten to thirty thousand souls, and 











L A U R A 


FRED 


“‘Why should I conceal from you that I 
fell in love with her?—I lacked the endear- 
ing elegance of female friendship. I was 
lonely. Constant association with Laura 
during business hours gave me cause to feel doubly the pangs of 
loneliness when evening came; she could not receive my attentions 
when the day’s duties were done; it was her custom to spend her 
evenings alone in her room, at whatever hotel, or merely lodging 
place—according to the state of our exchequer—we found it de- 
sirable to stay during our sojourn in the town which we happened 
to be working in behalf of the eggbeater. There came a time 
when my heart forbade this unseemly arrangement: I resolved to 
go to Laura, and, if possible, confess my sincere affection for her. 

“That evening I knocked gently at her door. She came, and 
looked enquiringly into my face with, I fancied, a look in her glori- 
ous violet eyes that was not utterly business. ‘Mrs. De Vere,’ said 
I, ‘I find myself so lonely that I have come to ask—if I may not— 
call upon you for a little time?’ She drew back into the room. Her 
superb figure swayed. It was a beautiful moment: Laura hesitated; 
then her silvery voice said, ‘Mr. Jones, you are welcome.’ 

“That evening was as little lonely as any I have ever spent. At 
ten o’clock I rose, and said, ‘ Mrs. De Vere, it has been kind of you 
to allow me this happiness. I must go. It is late.’ ‘Ah, Mr. Jones,’ 
she said, ‘it is not late.’ And there was a light in her eyes. 


LADD 








hire a show window in some emporium at the very heart 
of the busy mart of trade, and exhibit my marvelous egg- 
beater. I soon found that I really required in each town 
a Demonstrator, a, as it were, lady. You know, I am sure, 
that the pride of the Southern people is very marked; you 
can conceive that it was hard for me to induce daughters 
of the first families to assist me by demonstrating. Finally, 
however, I secured a most interesting widow, a Mrs. 
Laura De Vere, of Baltimore, Maryland, to travel over 
my route and to act as my Demonstrator. She was very 
valuable, from the first. Her charm of manner was such 
that she could obtain a supply of fresh eggs in any town, 
merely by asking for them. We never were hungry, 
whether or not the eggbeaters sold well. 

“Permit me to say to you that Laura held herself very, 
very high. Though induced by dire necessity, since it 
was a hard winter in Baltimore and her late husband had 
left her quite without funds, to accept my business propo- 
sition to travel, she regarded our tour together as busi- 
ness:—there was a beautiful aloofness about Laura which 
caused me to admire her superlatively. I think you will 
agree that a lady who could demonstrate an eggbeater by 
day, and, when the sun had gone down, become a veri- 
table queen, a proud Beauty, a goddess, must have pos- 
sessed not only looks, but character, personality. Such, 
gentlemen, was Laura. 
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Hubby—Why do you wish a new hat, anyway? The one you have y 
one. 


Wife—lIt was; but not an i 











‘ou said was a poem. 























The Forty-two Centimeter 


NEW WAR-TIME 


“When a gentleman, calling upon a lady, has risen to take his 
leave, and has remarked that it is late, and the lady contradicts him, 
he should allow himself to be convinced that it is early. 1 resumed 
my chair, and drew it close to Laura’s. I took Laura’s fine, firm, 
white hand in mine . . . it was one of the most truly adorable 
hands I have ever held. I could not give it up, at once. It would 
not have been right. When, finally, I released Laura’s hand, my 
arm stole about her waist. Her lovely head sank upon my 
shoulder. 

“My friends, the only opportunity we have to enjoy this world 
is while we are passing through. It is well to make ‘each hour a 
pearl.’ 

“Tt is difficult for me to tell you how happy Laura and I were, 
all the way from Birmingham, Alabama, to Danville, Virginia; for 
during all this distance, we were engaged to be married.” 

Amethyst Jones paused, and looked at the tin-type. 

“This likeness of me,” he resumed, “was taken by a one-legged 
photographer in Danville, Virginia; a gentleman who had lost a leg 
in the Civil War. The likeness was taken for Laura, that she might 
have it to look upon during our enforced absence from each other, 
while I went to New York to confer with the Firm, and she pro- 
ceeded to Baltimore to make ready for our wedding.—And yet, 
though the memory of Laura is sweet and deathless, I have never 
seen her again.” 

“ Amethyst!” we exclaimed, incredulously. 

“Tt is indeed true; I received the tin-type when I had been in 
New York only a few days, and with it one of the most tender, 
affectionate, and considerate notes ever penned by a lady’s hand. 
The note conveyed the information that Laura had decided to 
devote her life to her children; that there were four of these (of 
whom she had not spoken during our engagement)—ranging in 
age from one to five years; that she could not bear the thought of 
marrying me unless I really wished it; that, therefore, she returned 
the likeness of my dear self, and awaited its return to her if, and only 
if, I still wished to marry her and felt that I could be quite happy as 
a father to her children.” 

Amethyst Jones placed the tin-type in his pocket, and looked at 
us appealingly, his cigar poised between his fingers. 





The Trench 


The Bayonet 
FASHIONS 






The Periscope 
COLLARS 


IN MEN’S 


“You decided that you could not thus be happy,” we said, at 
last. 

“Well, you see—there came a second letter from Laura, while I 
was earnestly considering the matter, saying that she had deter- 
mined to tell me All.” ‘ 

“All?” 

“Yes:—there were two other children, in addition to those of 
whom she had already spoken, boys, twins, aged seven, very dear 
to Laura—her sons. by her first husband: the four mentioned in her 
first letter were by a second husband.” 

“You did not marry Laura,” we said. 

“IT kept the tin-type,”’ admitted Amethyst. 


The Explanation 
“MY DEAR,” said Mr. Hemmandhaw, “I hope you are not 
planning to buy a lot of new furniture.” 

“Tam not,” replied Mrs. Hemmandhaw, “and I don’t know 
what gives you the idea.” 

“This shopping list gives me the idea.” 

“What shopping list?” 

“On this paper which I just picked upoff the floor is written: 
‘wash stand, parlor chairs, dining-room table, writing desk, re- 
frigerator, taboret, piano stool, pedestal, step ladder, cedar chest, 
music cabinet and garbage can.’” 

“Oh, that is just a record I was keeping of the things the baby 
has fallen from this week.” 


That’s Why They Are There 
The visitors were being escorted through the insane asylum. 
“You seem to be very popular with your patients,”’ remarked 
one of the sightseers. 
“Yes,”’ replied the superintendent, “all the inmates are just 
crazy about me.” 


Qualified as to Figures 
“Are you good at figures?’’ asked the business man. 
“T ought to be,” replied the woman who had applied for a po-, 
sition. “I used to be wardrobe mistress for a burlesque troupe.” 











Authors, Attention! 

HO CARES that Rockmore’s company 
Makes umpsteen million shoes? 

Or that his mammoth fac 
tory 

Is working three - shift 
crews: 

Don't itemize each costly 
gem 

That loads his jewel 
chest, 

But kindly tell us which 





of them 


His girl bride likes the best. 


We read that forty towns were fired, 
Or thirty ships were sunk, 

And merely yawn. It makes us tired 
That stale old censored bunk 

The smuggled story whispered round, 
That roots us to the spot, 
Relates how Gen'ral B 
Beneath his bed—half shot 


was found 


When banks are plundered, ‘pon the screen 
Don’t show the stolen yen 

Flash pictures of the Bandit Queen 

Who ruled the robber men 

For figures, cold and void of form, 

We do not give a darn. 

So, write of people, live and warm, 

\ human int’rest yarn.—Terrell Love Holliday. 


Human Interest 
UMAN INTEREST is. found in best 
sellers, criminal trials, newspapers 
and moving pictures. 

If the interest is too human or the human 
is too interesting, the Penal Law will get all 
tangled up in it. 

There is no human interest in tax bills, 
trade statistics, rejection slips, or the pig 
ceedings of the average Legislature. 





A LARGE AUDIENCE 


Man—| don't know. Try it. 


Woman—Please, may I pass ? 


rhe author of the human interest story 
combines the salient features of the clothes- 
wringer, the lemon-squeezer and the foun- 
tain. 

Don’t get the idea that anything that 
interests a human is of human interest. 
Some humans collect stamps; play croquet; 
figure cube root; wear red neckties; take 
cold baths; drink lithia water, or live in 
Yonkers. 

Human interest may be generally defined 
as the interest humans take in things in 
which they shouldn’t take so much in- 
terest. 

Human interest is 
seldom personal. Edi- 
tors will tell you that 
it is easy to get the 
human animal excited 
about the human in- 
terest in somebody 
else’s divorce case, but 
hard to get him worked 
up about the -human 
interest in his own tax 
rate. 

There is one phase 
of human interest 
which is technically 
known as “‘sob stuff.”’ 
Artists in this line can 
make people sob over 
a man who got five 
years when he de- 
served ten. 

The man who has 
had the desire for hu- 
man interest squeezed 
out of him, becomes 
either a reformer or a 
corpse. As soon as 


THE WIDOW’'S 


awe mney 





MIGHT 


any particular brand of human _ interest 

becomes entitled to capital letters, some 

gloomy reformer begins to regulate it. 
—Charles Elkin, Jr. 


Heard at the Club 

‘*Jimson has become a very firm believer 
in signs,” remarked Black. 

“What caused it?” asked White. 

“Why, he picked up a horse-shoe in front 
of his house yesterday, and when he went 
in he found a note from his wife saying 
that she’d run away with the chauffeur.” 


Lost Track of Time 

Lateboy—Good night, Miss Cayenne. 
V’ll be going now. Had a most pleasant 
evening. 

Miss Cayenne (drowsily at 1 A. M.)— 
Ah, yes. You called last evening didn’t 
you? , 

Hit It Wrong 

“T trust we shall make you feel quite at 
home,”’ remarked the hotel manager. 

“Don’t you try it,” expostulated the 
married man. “I’m away fora good time.” 


Recognition 
Mollie—How do you recognize a gentle- 
man in a crowded car? 
Dollie—By his general get up. 


What Else? 


HE KNOWS that the docked skirt is shocking— 
Being stylish, what else can she wear? 

When breezily Winnie goes walking, 
She knows that the docked skirt is shocking; 
But her fortune is in her stocking, 

And if men stare, just let them stare! 
She knows that the docked skirt is shocking— 

Being stylish, what else can she wear? 

—Stokely S. Fisher. 











VERY SEAMLY 


Guest—And did her husband really insist that she learn to 


operate a sewing machine ? 
Hostess—Sew it seams. 


The Onrush of Time 

HE PICTURES of women’s fashions of 
twenty years ago look as quaint to us 
today as the fashions of a like period of time 
prior thereto probably looked a score of 
years ago, and as odd and queer as the fash- 
ions of a similar length of time before that 
doubtless seemed to the observer of two score 
years ago, and soon. At almost any date the 
modes of a decade or two previous appear 
more or less ridiculous, and this was prob- 
ably so all the way adown the corridors of 
time clear to Eve, when, there being no 
fashions to look back to, there was, of course, 

nothing queer about them. 

In the days of tight skirts we looked back 
with amusement to the days of hoops and 
crinoline. When bangs were in vogue we 
smiled at the recollection of the chignon and 
waterfall, just as the days of the straight 
front found the recollection of the Grecian- 
bend highly diverting. At any date, from 
the present back to the time of Godey’s 
Ladies’ Book, one could pick up a fashion 
publication of a few years before and enjoy 
a hearty laugh. And so it will doubtless ever 
be; the correct thing of yesteryear is the 
laughing-stock of today, and the modes of 
the present will be either humorous or 
pathetic, according to how you look at 
them, a few years hence. 

And it is not alone in the matter of wom- 
en’s garments that this rule holds good. 
The cabinet organ, once supposed to be 
a musical instrument; the Populists, thirty 
years ago suspected of being a political 
party; the silver-tongued statesmen of 
yore, with their tremendous pomposity 
and appalling emptiness; Uncle Tom’s 
Cabin and Ten Nights in a Barroom, once 
venerated as vehicles carrying messages of 
vital import; all are now the subjects of 
jests by the light minded. The elocutionist, 
the dodo, the torch-light parade, the blue- 
glass cure, spirit rappings, the original Swiss 
Bell Ringers, madstones, croquet, and very 
many more, once held the center of the 
stage, but having served well or ill their 
predestined purposes, are gone forever. The 
world does move! —Tom P. Morgan. 


Most of the honesty is for sale. 


Uncle Eph Says: 
io REQUIRES adversity to 
make the optimist famous. 

The way some women wear 
their clothes is a revelation. 

The home atmosphere some- 
times is mostly tobacco smoke. 

The war will stop when na- 
tions get the right regimental 
attitude. 

Overeating may have some- 
thing to do with overrating the 
cost of living. 

Some men strive for riches 
while others merely sit down and 
wait for the old folks to die. 

Many a man owes his success to his de- 
sire to spite his sympathetic fricnds. 

Another optimist is the telephone girl 
who continues to believe that most of the 
world is polite. 


Convinced 
“This time she is positive she is in love.”’ 
“What convinced her?” 
“ His income.” 


A GENTLE 





Interest, at Any Rate 
HE MAN whose capital is gold 
Invests it with a view 
To earning all his safe will hold 
(Or five, if one won’t do). 
He hustles for the best per cent 
’Til Death says, “Have a rest”; 
Then by his heirs this wealth is spent— 
That is their interest. 


The man whose capital is love, 
And little else beside, 
Invests in Cupid’s bank above 
By bringing home a bride: 
Ere earthly toil this chap has ceased 
Some fourteen tots attest 
His capital of love increased 
They're human interest. 
—A. Walter Uiting. 


In Suspense 
Johnny—Pa, what is a ‘‘quandary?” 
Father—It’s what a man gets into when 
he tells his wife a lie and doesn’t know 
whether she believes it or not. 


The rule is that the more worthless the 
husband the more faithful the wife. 





HINT 


Little man—Pardon me, madam, you're on my feet. _ ; 
Big woman (who wants a seat)—Yes, and if you don’t get busy and stand on ‘em yourself I'll 


continue to stand on ‘em for you ! 














GATHERING EVIDENCE 


By H. W. DEE 


SABEL and her clever mother had taken him for the mil- 
lionaire George Crosby. This disturbing intelligence 
flashed upon him right at the climax of the maudlin pro- 
posal that brought his rampant seaside 
flirtation to a close. 

It might have been an accident 
Mother’s coming around the bit of 
shrubbery just as he breathed his most 
impossible vows. But her polished em- 
barrassment and her adroitness in reliev- 
ing the situation by kissing her “dear 
children” and blessing them convinced him that the first 
flash of suspicion was well founded. 

In spite of the confusing mixture of proposal and parental 
resignation George quickly began to appreciate what the 
immediate future held for him. He was loath to admit 
that he was not the millionaire Crosby and he was sens- 
ible to the ultimate folly of fostering the impression that he was. 

Perhaps Time would show him a way out. Time had helped 
him before. 

The next morning at eleven, as Isabel and her mother were 
eating adainty breakfast—more dainty than usual—in their room 
at the Plymouth, a maid glided in with a tray of notes and letters. 
One was from the Hotel Marlborough. Mother opened it eagerly, 
and read—with interest: 





ss 
My Dearest Isabel: 
From the first I've 
should have sailed under my true colors. 


I see it clearly now. I 
My bewildering love for you is the only 


acted the blundering fool. 





HOW HE DARED 


Imogene—How dare you tip your hat to me, sir! 


We are not acquainted. 
Larry—No; but this hat belongs to my brother, and he knows you. 





ON HIS Way 
Officer—Hey ! where ye goin’? Egquestrian—Er—South-east ! 
excuse I have. That an exact similarity of names and a sudden call to New York 
should permit a penniless court reporter to play the millionaire and win the heart 
of the dearest girl on earth is a strange throw of fortune, I know. 
Dearest, my heart bids me hope that I may come and explain all. Let my 
love and my ambition pay the claim you have against me. 
Something tells me that you will yet find me worthy. 
Affectionately, 


Write me that I may 


come. i < 


Two days later George Crosby, millionaire, sat in his New York 
apartments. The Japanese valet had just handed him a precise 
looking letter, forwarded from the Hotel Marlborough. He was 
plainly perplexed and seemed unwilling to know the contents of 
the missive, but finally tore away 
the envelope hurriedly and read: 


Mr. George Crosby, Suite HH West, Hotel 

Marlborough. 

My dear Sir: 

Assuredly my daughter shall not see 
you nor hear from, you again. You have 
absolutely no valid claim upon her. She 
certainly would not be so ridiculous as to 
take a 
Don’t flatter yourself that she will press any 
claim against you or that she even has any 


mere summer flirtation seriously. 


claim against you. 
We trust that we may be spared the 
doubtful pleasure of encountering you again 


Sincerely, (Mrs.) MARTHA SPAIN 


SMAI a 

! The look of perplexity faded and 

a quiet smile played ‘over his fea- 
tures. 


“Here, Togo,” he called, “seal 
this and place it in the strong box. 
Be very careful with it. It’s valu- 
able—evidence.” 





No Criterion 


AS WOMAN loves by fit and start, 
She'll smile, and then she'll weep it; 
Don’t think because you’ve won her heart, 
My boy, that you can keep it. 
—J. J. O'Connell. 


As the Twig Is Bent 
Hills—What line does your son 
take to? 
Mills—Contracting. Debts. For 
dad to pay! 
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AN IMPORTANT FACTOR IN AMERICAN 


ABOR DAY arrives and goes, and signal- 
izesaseason. The census shifts its po- 
sition, reverts to residence, and orients as 
formerly in winter quarters. The farm guest 
table 1s abandoned for another proximal to 
the dumbwaiter, summer haunts are duly 
forsaken, and sleepy foliage shades being 
fast forgotten. Now trolley and ferry and 
subway and taxi service combine to engulf 
the urbanite as if he had never been for a 
single hour out of their reach. 

Despite necessary evils, the city begins 
to look good to eyes that have long turned 
away from it. There is keen joy on the 
stage top as we are propelled up the ave- 
No matter in which direction we go, the effect is much the 

We are back. The city is bright and bustling, shops 
Altogether, the charm beg- 
Equally, it is so elusive that 


By TOD 





nue. 
same. 
buzz, streets teem with activity. 


gars description. It is so positive. 
it defies the terminology of expression. 

“What did you say?”—‘“‘Come to 
at the hotel—have supper, hear music, 
why not? The night fits. Not too 
just right for garden and sky!” 


the roof garden—a real one 
chat, quaff—!” ‘“Surely— 


cool; by no means sultry; 





THE HOMECOMING 








RURAL LIFE—THE MALE ORDER HOUSE ' 


Has the country anything like it for 
convenience—for appeal? . Well, hardly, if 
you mean the human side thrown in. Here 
are men and women in numbers, the plain and pretty, good talkers 
and gay ones, also the sedate and the contented. Groups fore- 
gather here and there. Otherwise all are strangers to one another; 
but it comes to the same thing. Alike we talk, hum to the violin, 
gaze atthe rows of festooned incandescents in the shrubbery, or 


CHENEVIX 


peer in absent-minded rapture beyond the far-off stars. Here is 
sylvan enticement, open-air delight that midsummer in the 
country did not offer. Here is nature in town, giving us her 


color enchantment and atmosphere, and giving while our sense of 
the home flat nearby assures a happiness denied by the Catskills 
or the sea. 

Given us, too, is an unconscious consciousness that we are truly 
home again after the hazards of another summer vacation. One, 
to be sure, that did not turn out badly, but which we may be thank- 
ful is fairly over. Yes, we are back where all our interests center; 
we are home. How lucky for us that home is just where it is! 


Markedly Similar Sometimes 
Nephew—How do you like Mrs. Ultra Modern? 
Uncle—Well, when I’m talking to her I’m not quite sure whether 
am in high society—or in low. 
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ROM a dull pupa state the butterfly emerges to confound all 
notions of logic but Nature’s. From the commonplace George 
J. Smith was suddenly developed a picturesque G. Junius Smythe, 
thanks to fortune. 

Sometimes money must run into generations before even the 
minor circles of Society will speak to it. Smythe was lucky socially, 
perhaps, because he seemed the very prize lamb of a fickle goddess. 

Smythe’s experience was but another proof that faith is some- 
times rewarded. His sole inheritance from his father was a trunk 
half filled with a miscellany of mining stocks that would have 
produced nothing in the Street but ribald merriment. 

Smythe had gone over this legacy so many times—gaining new 
faith upon each perusal—that he knew the respective names of the 
alleged mines and the impressive face values of the certificates by 
heart. And his daily vocation as Smith, aside from earning a bare 
living, had been the scanning of the financial pages of the newspapers 
in expectation that one of these stocks, now ignored in the record, 
would at last stare him in the face as a bonanza. 

Among the mess was 50,000 shares of the Kangaroo Lode. One 


day the financial world and Smith were informed that the Kangaroo 
promised to become the richest deposit of gold on earth. The stock 











leaped in a manner that justified its name from nothing whatever 
to fifty dollars a share, par one dollar. 

Smith at this stage became Smythe, projected his middle name, 
and sold a little Kangaroo. His portrait was seen in the newspapers 
from coast to coast and from tropic climes to frigid with stories 
about him that made Aladdin, Monte Cristo and Croesus appear like 
pikers. Beyond this, many things that had been closed to Smith 
opened wide to Smythe. Wealth or notoriety may be played to 
great profit. Wealth and notoriety in partnership are sure winners. 

In his frugal but hopeful days Smith had glimpsed at the Horse 
Show—one of his few dissipations—a woman whose beauty haunted 
him constantly. A vision of her—through which, of course, he was 
able to scan the financial pages, for such visions are diaphanous— 
was always in his eyes. He inquired. She was a grass widow. And 
her name was Delberry. In his heart Smith hoped she might be 
really widowed, and that she would be blind to all mankind until he 
should come into his own. 

Smythe, in his prosperous Kangaroo stage, accepted an invitation 
by Gale Benham to a week-end at the latter’s country place, assured 
that the company would be worth while. The first person he saw 
in the reception room was Mrs. Delberry. 








WHAT HE REALLY CAUGHT 


“Mrs. Delberry, I’d like you to know my friend Smythe,” said 
Benham. “Mc. Smythe, Mrs. Delberry.” 

“Mr. Smythe?” murmured Mrs. Delberry. 
Mr. Smythe who——” 

“The very same,” volunteered Benham. “G. Julius Smythe, of 
the Kangaroo Lode. Lucky dog!” 

“This is indeed delighting!” said Mrs. Delberry. 

“T hardly dare tell you,”’ stammered Smythe, “how I appreciate 
this privilege!” 

“Come,” said she, taking his atm and moving toward a corner, 
“and tell me something about Kangaroo. It’s so romantic!” 

Smythe was elated. 


“Are you the 


He explained that a tenderfoot named 
Bradford had found the great values in the mine after wild-catters 
had exploited a volume of stock on what was supposed to be worth- 
less territory. 

“Why, the stock is fifty times par!’’ exclaimed Mrs. Delberry. 

“Tt’s quoted at fifty-two to-day,” said Smythe, with a grin. 

Mrs. Delberry took charge of him. They sat together at dinner, 
danced in the evening, and went out into the moonlight. Smythe, 
though he wasn’t keen for the sport, promised to ride with her in the 
morning. Benham had a crack stable, and she was a famous horse- 
woman. 

They rode. Mrs. Delberry took a fence and Smythe tried to 
follow. He was thrown and-sustained a Colles fracture. 

Every good week-end entertainer anticipates emergencies. One 
of Benham’s guests was a noted surgeon. Smythe was prevailed 
upon to remain in the country until his fracture knit. Mrs. Delberry 
had to return to the city, but promised to come back at the next 
week-end. She came in to bid Smythe good-by and he proposed to 
her. 

“T’m not sure I’m free to marry,” said she. “ My husband, of 
whom I confess I was fond, had no money, and was sensitive because 
I had money. He disappeared, and I’ve never heard from him.” 

“If I trace him, and you should be free?” 

“Well, perhaps. We shall see.” And she permitted Smythe to 
kiss her, though she hated a pipe and his arm was an embarrassment. 

Smythe remained at Benham’s. Kangaroo stock began to slump. 
There were strange stories about it. One was that the ground had 
been “salted.” Still Smythe had faith, and held on, though Benham 
advised him to sell. He even ignored a wire signed “Delberry” 
laconically telling him to unload. 

Mes. Delberry did not return for the week-end. Kangaroo went 
down and down until the bottom dropped out. Smythe hurried back 
to town. He was almost as nervous about Mrs. Delberry as about 
Kangaroo. She had given him her address. He called. As he was 
ushered in she came to meet him with a handsome fellow by her side. 

“Let me introduce Mr. Delberry—my Jack—Mr. Smythe. I 
hope you'll be friends for the sake of Kangaroo.” 





“Kangaroo?” queried Smythe, as he took Delberry’s hand. 

“Yes,” said Delberry. “I hope you took my tip to sell.” 

“No, I held on. But what was your interest?” 

“Oh, I picked up a hundred thousand shares before the rise, and 
unloaded at the top.” 

“Tt’s the funniest thing!” said Mrs. Delberry. 
under the name of Bradford in Alaska!” 


“Jack went 


Sound Finances 

A half-dozen New York bankers had met in a private office to 
discuss important financial matters. Before beginning business one 
of them complained that his kidneys were hurting him. Another 
said his liver was out of order. A third said the bad weather 
had knocked his lungs all out. A fourth said his heart wasn’t 
acting quite right. A fifth began to state his case, when the sixth 
man stopped him. 

“Here, here, gentlemen,” he said, “I thought this was to 
be a meeting to discuss financial questions, but it sounds to me more 
like an organ recital.” 


Peace 
This was after the lovers’ quarrel: 
“T can never forgive you,” he cried. 
I was a lobster.” 
“But you know, darling,” she replied, and her tone was con- 
ciliatory, ‘you know how dearly I love lobsters.” 
With a glad cry he folded her to his breast. 


“Last night you said 


Unfair 
It is unfair to call woman a timid creature when it is universally 
conceded that she is as brave as an elephant. 





LOOKING DOWN ON HIS LUCK 























- 8 eee Sa 








Egg View Notes 

ITT LARCOM, who sent off last week 
after a compass, so he could always 
come very close to knowing exactly where 
4 he was at, believes he’s 
been badly cheated, as it 
keeps pointing in the same 

direction, all the time. 

Truman Bilge stood on 
a Pollywog street corner, 
\\ Tuesday afternoon, busily 
SS engaged in chewing some 

= —4 tobacco, when a strange 
c smarty stopped to ask 
Truman what was his hurry? 

Ambrose Crosslots says: “In a woman’s 
mirror, two’s a crowd.” 

Erny Neff, our barber, who has read, or 
heard some place, that walls have ears, hopes 
it’s a big lie, because Cylindra Berger is 
spending most of her spare time these days, 
at home, trying to sing. 

Some remark that Milt Shirks made about 
Dow Ludlum, in the black-smith shop, 
Thursday noon, caused everybody to laugh, 


excepting Dow, who got just mad enough to 
quickly say that Milt was like Ote Gim- 
ber’s horse, in one way, which way was 
that Ote’s horse sleeps with his shoes on 
every night, and so does Milt. 

Corny Paine ain’t having very good luck 
with the second-hand automobile he got 
hold of in Pollywog Monday. The cylinder 
keeps acting up on him. 

One of them there big-city drummers, 
who got into a checker game, and a wrangle, 
Thursday afternoon, with Bill Waite, our 
grocer, shook his fist at Bill’s nose, saying 
he bet anything Bill couldn’t play even a 
game of tennis without a racket of some kind. 

—Leslie Van Every. 


Information Desired 

The Colonel—Look here, Berrybutton! 
Are you the confounded black scoundrel 
that broke into my hen house the other 
night? 

Brother Berrybutton—Dunnuh, sah, whud- 
der I is or not, twell you-all specifies what 
night ’twuz. 


A FEW LINES ABOUT TO BE TAKEN BY THE ENEMY 





The Big Brother 


REMEMBER, I remember 
My little trundle bed, 
F-om which Jim used to dump me out 
Upon my childish head. 
He never seemed to think that I 
Might crack my foolish spine— 
And I, I looked on Jim as if 
He had been half divine. 


I remember, I remember 
The stream behind the school 
Where Jim would duck me till it seemed 
I'd swallowed half the pool. 
But, oh! I never told on him! 
I felt too honored then, 
For I was only six years old, 
While Jim was nearly ten. 


I remember, I remember 
A lot of foolish things 

Jim did to me while still he seemed 
An angel without wings. 

But let me tell you this, good sir: 
He does such things no more, 

For I am six feet, two, to-day, 
While Jim is five feet, four. 


—William Wallace Whitelock. 
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UR PARTY was unusually gay. We 
had a Chicago buyer with us, and that 
always adds to the festivity of the occasion. 
There are so many things you can tell a 
Chicago buyer that he has never heard 
before. 

We had had a great dispute as to what 
play our distinguished guest should attend, 
but the tired-business-man had won the 
day, and here we were—applauding enthusi- 
astically as the curtain fell on the first act 
of “Town Topics.” 

The tired-business-man was highly de- 
lighted. ‘Great stuff, eh?” he shouted into 
the Chicagoan’s ear. 

“Fine!”. said the Chicagoan, “but in 
Chicago “i 

“Tt is really an outrage,” remarked the 
critic, “to have this theater—built for the 
production of noble dramas—contaminated 
by musical comedy.” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” said the tired-busi- 
ness-man. ‘It strikes me that this show is 
an improvement. Look at the stuff they 
used to put on here, when they called it 
The ‘New Theater.’ I came a couple times, 
but, honestly, I don’t believe that fellow 
Ibsen ever wrote a show with a single 
catchy song in it.” 

The critic groaned; but the débutante 
said that “Town Topics” was going to be 
a great, big, lovely success, because—really 
—she had never heard such funny lines in 
all her life. For instance, that clever one: 
“Something has been trembling on my lips 
for weeks.” ‘Well, why don’t you shave it 
off?” Masterful, she called it. 

I suppose it was a nice old joke. Cer- 
tainly it was one of the best in the show. 
But I rather thought that it would be phys- 
ical rather than spoken lines that made the 
play a success. The chorus was soul-satis- 
fying. And its costumes. were bewildering: 
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By CYRIL ANDREW 


one minute, bathing costumes that would 
make Ostend shiver—the next, baseball 
suits that would revive interest in the na- 
tional pastime, were they to be flashed at 
the Polo Grounds. Moreover, it “got its 
songs across.” Once it marched right down 
into the audience to do it, which, in mu- 
sical comedy circles, is considered good 
technique. 

At this point the Chicagoan chose to 
resume his discourse upon the art of his 
native city. “In Chicago,” he said, “we 
have——”’ 

“That reminds me,” said the débutante, 
“have you seen the Triangle Film plays?” 

Just why Chicago should remind the lady 
of the motion drama would make an _inter- 
esting bit of research work. But aside 
from its psychological aspect her remark 
was foreboding. Somehow we had never 
been able to agree on the moving-picture 
problem; and although I wanted to ex- 
press my admiration for “The Lamb,” 
as being a really dramatic piece, I decided 
that it would be safer to ward off the im- 
pending storm of arguments. I detest 
arguments. Who wasit said that one should 
never take sides in anything, for taking sides 
is the beginning of sincerity, and the human 
being soon becomes a bore? 

So I turned to the Chicagoan. ‘ What 
were you going to say, a few minutes ago?” 
I inquired. 

“Why—er,” he began, 
ing pictures, in Chicago last week ,three—— 

“By George!” exclaimed the suburbanitee 
who hadn’t said a word all evening. ‘This 
thing has twenty scenes!” 

“What a lot of scenery it must take!” 
said the débutante. This, coming from her, 
was a rather acute piece of criticism. 

The tired-business-man flung an affection- 
ate arm around the Chicagoan. 
“We'll see some bully shows be- 
fore you go back home,” he said. 
“There are two new ones I want 
you to see: ‘Princess Pat’ and 
‘Two is Company.’ There’s one 
dramatic drawback about ‘Two 
is Company,’ though.” 

“And what might that be?” 
inquired the critic, with a sar- 
donic smile. 

“Only eight girls in the cho- 
rus,” said the tired-business- 
man. “And—what is worse— 
there isn’t a one of ’em that I’d be 
ashamed to be seen with.” 

The critic snorted. “It must 
be a poor show,” he said, with 
infinite sarcasm. ‘Otherwise, 
both musical comedies are per- 
fect?” 





“speaking of mov- 
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“Perfect,” said the tired-business-mai.. 
“Two splendid nights’ repast. ‘Princess 
Pat’ is the caviare, and ‘Two is Company’ 
the entrée.” 

Personally, I was quite ready to admit 
that “Princess Pat”’ might be the caviare, 
—nice, old-fashioned, tuneful, Victor-Her- 
bertian show that it was; but “Two is 
Company”’ impressed me as being less of 
an entrée and more of a veal stew. Of 
course, its authors and composers had writ- 
ten “Adele” and “Alma” and all sorts of 
good things; but I rather felt they’d missed 
the mark this time. Their production 
hadn’t struck me as_ being particularly 
musical; certainly I had not found it more 
than passing sprightly. But then I wasn’t 
much of a hand at either dramatic criti- 
cism or culinary similes. 

The conversation flagged for the moment, 
and the Chicagoan made another attempt. 
“In Chicago,” he said, ‘‘we——” 

But he had made so many attempts to 
laud his native city that his hearers were 
rather sarcastic. 

“T suppose,” interrupted the suburbanite, 
“you have short, snappy plays that stop 
when they’ve reached the point.” 

“And real thrillers,” said the débutante. 

“And the best musical comedy in the 
United States,” said the tired -business- 
man. 

“And real, intellectual drama,” said the 
critic, with his finest sneer. 

“Oh, no,” said the Chicagoan. “No, 
I really can’t say that we have. But 
there’s one thing—we have plays that start 
promptly at 8:15.” 

There was nothing more to be said. 
Chicago had won the day. And her son 


settled back triumphantly as the curtain 
rose on the second act of ‘‘Town Topics. 


”? 















sae te a a 


TH 











Curbside Comments 


By OREOLA W. HASKELL 


On Parade 
HE YELLOW flags go fluttering, 
The pennants gaily stream, 
The fragile lanterns lightly sway, 
The candles brightly gleam. 
I see among the suffragists 
A small and slender maid, 
And rush up to the crowded curb, 
For Anna's on parade. 


She leads a regiment in white, 
With yellow sashes decked; 

A yellow banner in her hand, 
Her hair with yellow flecked 

How proud she steps! I seem to hear 
Above the crashing bands, 

The woman's song of triumph that 
Is heard in many lands 


I know what visions fill her mind, 
What dreams march with her there, 
And so the yellow pageant thrills 
Me with a fond despair. 
She seems so high, should I aspire 
To mate with such a maid? 
My hopes incessant ebb and flow, 
When Anna's on parade 


Man as He Is Found 

[‘ THEIR endeavors to educate and 

appeal to the voters of the city, New 
York women have gone into all kinds of 
places where the men are to be found, into 
their homes, shops, offices, factories, on the 
tops of skyscrapers, on the docks, into the 
subway excavations, to car barns and 
drivers’ stables, to fire houses, police sta- 
tions, restaurants, athletic fields, political 
clubs, and barber shops. 

The terrible masculine creatures that will 
fairly devour the gentler sex at the polls 
might well be expected to show some of their 
diabolical ferocity when thus pursued into 
their business and recreation lairs and 
fastnesses. But a unanimous chorus rises 
from the suffragists whenever the subject 
is broached with the refrain that might be 
said to run like this: 

“The American man whom we pursue 

We find a gentleman thro’ and thro’.” 

Poor Women! 
the very men that now look at them with 
a kind brotherly, fatherly or husbandly eye 
will as soon as their hands feel the touch of 
the ballot change into veritable monsters 
who will never be satisfied until they have 


They cannot realize that: 


brought about the engulfment ot the whole 


female sex in “the dirty pool of politics.” 
Women Commissioners 


Mrs. David McCann of Los Angeles, 
President of the Civil Service Commission 


‘of that city, reports that contrary to pre- 


dictions the enfranchised women are not 
only willing but anxious to serve on unpaid 
commissions instead of trying to oust men 
out of remunerative offices. Nineteen 
women are now serving on Housing, Library, 
Playground, Moving Picture, Nursing and 
other commissions. One woman who is 
very wealthy eagerly serves on the Board 














**My ! they must make room for this!" 


of Education. The fear of Eastern men 
that the woman is after the political plums 
is much deflated when actual facts and not 
harebrained theories are consulted. 


How He Felt 

Campaign parades are the order of the 
day, and although many have been held, 
woman condescending to take to the asphalt 
has still an irresistible attraction for man. 
Recently a New York policeman made a 
new comment: 

“Say, I’m for ’em. I seen ’em the other 
night in the parade walkin’ fur hours carry- 
ing them heavy banners and things and 
smilin’. And say, if they want the vote as 
much as all that, to be achin’ in every bone 
fur hours fur it, I’m goin’ to help ’em get it.” 


Suffrage Facts and Fancies 


By ANNA CADOGAN ETZ 


A Suffrage Boomerang 

UT OF the West comes the story of a 

well-dressed man seen helping a 

washerwoman off the street car and carry- 

ing her clothes basket to her very door, 

Inquiry revealed that he was running for 
alderman in her ward. 

When last heard from, this significant 


* phenomenon of equal suffrage had reached 


Chicago, and a would-be alderman in that 
city was reported as seen toting the clothes 
basket of a woman constituent. 

No wonder the politicians are lined up 
solid against votes for women. They are 
merely obeying the instinct of self-preserva- 
tion. Hasn’t the candidate trouble enough 
as it is with getting his picture in all the 
papers; hustling around to the primaries; 
and promising all things to all men, without 
incurring the further obligation of carrying 
the burdens life has laid on the women of 
his district? 

It was clever, as a retort, when Anna 
Howard Shaw assured a man in her audi- 
ence who was worrying about the baby, 
that there was no need to worry, as the 
candidate would take care of it while the 
mother voted, but astute observers noted 
a sudden chill creep over the men present 
and all agreed that woman suffrage was 
dead as a door nail in that town for some 
time after. 


To Whom Is Woman a Person? 

To the city chamberlain as he scans the 
tax roll. 

To the policeman when she rides her 
bicycle on the sidewalk. 

To the magistrate when she crosses prop- 
erty marked, “All Persons Trespassing 
Shall Be Fined Ten Dollars.” 

To any man seeking someone to blame 
when things go wrong. 


To Whom Is Woman Not a Person? 

To the Congressman who goes home to 
“repair his fences.” 

To those who lament that 85 per cent. 
of the. Mexicans haven’t a “look-in” on 
their government. 

To the political boss when he decides what 
laws must pass, and be enforced if passed. 

To all legislators deciding how to vote 
to please their constituents. 
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SUAS 
Hard Times , Precaution 
Old Dame—You'’ve had two penn’orth “Pleas i ‘ 
Arms and the Man of sweets, my little man, but you’ve only Please, Mum, Missis says will you come 


given me a penny. in this way, ’cos the door is pasted up in 
The Little Man—Yes, but farver says one case of Zepps.’’—London Opinion. 

penny’s got to do the work of two in war- 

time.—Punch (London). 


A suggestion for patriotic girls who wish 
to show their sympathy with the wounded 
in a practical way.—Bystander (London). 








Wanted His Right } ST, 

The sergeant—Look here, before you're : 

served out with your uniform you’d better 

nip down to the washhouses and get a bath. 

The recruit—Wot ? I come ’ere to bea 

soldier—not a bloomin’ mermaid!—London 
Opinion. 




















The Only Possible Objective YW a / 
Sergeant (sternly)—Hah, then, yer young AW 
blighter, you ain’t larfin’ at me, are yer? b Med, a 
Young blighter—Oh, no, sergeant; no, sir! =) 
« Das neue Gefchuk. Sergeant (more sternly)—Then what the Y a du bon! Oi progresse! 
The new artillery—Meggendorfer-Blatter ell else is there on parade ter larf at?— That’s good! I’m getting along!—Le 
(Munich). Sketch (London). Rire (Paris). 


























THE UNIVERSAWX PIPE 


The most lik- 


able of all pipes. 
Keeps a man 


satisfied because 
it keeps his to- 
bacco dry. 
| There’s a 
- shape for every 
fancy. Get 
yours. 


All Dealers , 









/ 25c, 35c, 
= 50c up. 









William Demuth | 
& Co. 
New York 






| The Climax of an Autumn Day | 
7 


is found in a glass of 


Eva 


The “One touch of Nature” that fills and 
| thrills the heart’s desire and lifts the soul 
above the cares of life. 


There's Evans’ Stout too 
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If you carry them in a DANDA LEATHER KEY CASE 
With Your Name Stamped in Gold Leaf 
25c By Mail |40c With Pocket 
Postpaid for Pen Knife 
Convenient, prevents keys from rust- 
ing, saves clothing and is a neat case 
for the pocket Made of strong, 
black leather with key ring. 
Write for Illustrated Catalog of 
Danda Leather Goods and Novelties 


DANDA JE. MEG. CO, 82 John St. New York 








SPONTANEOUS HUMOR 


Spontaneous humor—which is_ usually 
unconscious humor—surpasses in happy 
surprise any attempt the humorist who has 
studied his art can put forth. Here are 
some actual answers to questions propounded 
in the Regents’ examination, at Albany, 
New York. From their highly amusing 
character and variety it is plain that the 
Empire State is richer in humor than the 
workaday public has ever imagined: 


Pompeii was destroyed by an eruption of 
saliva from the Vatican. 

The function of the stomach is to hold up 
the petticoats. 

The invention of the steamboat 
a network of rivers to spring up. 

Two compound personal pronouns are 
he-goat and she-devil. 

There were no Christians among the early 
Gauls because most of them were lawyers. 

A baby is the most useful mammal be- 
cause it will be a great help to its family 
when it grows up. 

Winter is the coldest season in the year 
it comes mostly in winter. In 
some countries winter comes in summer. 
then it isn’t so worse. I wish winter came 
in summer here; then we could go skating 
barefooted and make snowballs without get- 
ting our fingers cold. When it comes in 
summer they call it rain. 

Typhoid fever can be prevented by fasci- 
nation. 

Georgia was founded by people who had 
been executed. 

Harper’s Ferry is the ferry that runs be- 
tween New York and Hoboken. 

The qualifications of a voter at school 
meeting are that he must be the father of 
a child for eight weeks. 

The qualifications for citizenship are that 
you must be natural born or made. 

The government of England is a limited 
mockery. 

Elaine gave Launcelot an omelet before 
he departed for the tournament. 

The boy scouts are near to Nature, God 
and the other boys. 

Latin translation: ‘‘He smelt his death 
approaching. He walked toward a hill 
clad with a microscope. Hell consumed it 
up in fire and it sizzled so loud that each 
‘suz’ was like a small shot. The sombre 
heavens were cleared for the scuffle. The 
sombre sky was filled with arms. He drew 
his hand over his forehead and suddenly 
expanded his temples!’ 

Making bread: “First of all flour is 
spread out on a board in the form of a circle 
with nothing in the center. Then eggs are 
cracked and spilt into the circle of flour. 
The next thing to do is to spill some water 
into the flour. Finally salt is applied. All 
of this material is rolled around on the board 
and it finally takes the form of doo. The 
shape is thereupon given the doo and it is 
placed in the oven.” 

The feminine of Bull is Mrs. Bull. 

A vacuum is a large, empty place where 
the Pope lives. 

Hardships suffered by Southerners after 
the Civil War: The wives of aristocrats 
and of gentle birth patiently made their 
husband’s trousers out of their own. 

The alimentary canal lies below the dia- 
phragm and coils itself around the stomach. 


caused 


because 














The stomach is a part of the alime 
canal and it is just south of the ribs 

Tuberculosis is spread by two children 
using the same pencil one of Which has 
tuberculosis. = 

a ou should not pick flies out of your eyes 
with a lead pencil—use a handkerchief.” ‘ 

If it were not for the fish in the lakes the 
water would often overflow and destroy the 
forests, for fish drink a ¢ ng 2 

A mountain homage Swe 

: a pass given by the 
R. R. to its employees so they can spend 
their vacations in the mountains. satis 
A mineral is composed of nothing, simply 
found in the earth. ’ 

The barge canal was thought of and 
started by Balboa, who came to Panama 
for the purpose of finding a way to the 
Pacific. é 

I learned from one day’s housekeeping 
never to get married but to be a school 
teacher instead. 

Scotland is good for cattle raising because 
of the irregular coast line. : 

The people of Mass. live close together 
to protect themselves from the cold. The 
inhabitants of Alaska live separate from one 
another because of their nature. 

Heredity is when a person has the same 
thing or takes it from their relations. | 
grows right in them because it has been in 
some of their relations. 

Julius Caesar told Mr. Shakespeare that 
he liked sleek fat men who slept nights. 

Five American holidays are New Year's 
Day, St. Valentine’s Day, Washington’s 
Birthday, St. Patrick’s Day and Tag Day. 

Silas Marner was written by Maxine 
Elliott. . 

Paris’ great hobby was women and he 
was worthless in anything else. 

Name some of the men of Mass. and tell 
for what each was noted:—Mr. Salem 
Witchcraft, Gov. of Mass. 

Translate—Nec fas est numen deorum 
immortallum inviolare. “It is fitting to 
sprinkle mortaline into the wounds of the 
gods.” 

Mention some of the conveniences of 
modern life: Ans.—Fireless telegraphy, styl- 
ish dressing, sporting life, incubation. 

Balanced sentence—A man had a wooden 
leg and his wife had a wooden arm. 

When Cicero delivered this oration he 
was a prefix. 

James is the subject of a fine-eyed verb. 

Shad go up the river to spoon. 


Patrick Francis Murphy’s Epigrams 

At the dinner given recently in New York 
to the Anglo-French Loan Commission by 
the Pilgrims, Patrick Francis Murphy was 
the humorist. Here are some of his epi- 
grams: 

“Morals, like the chameleon, take their 
color from the country over which they 
run. 

“To be temperate is to know how much 
of anything is good for one. 

“Virtue is often the shrinking from 4 
temptation that has no attraction. 

“Nowhere do things happen so mer 
plicably as in this world. 

“The church cannot explain this world, 
and so strongly recommends the next. _ 

“We learn from history that no warmor 
statesman ever learns anything from his 
tory.” 
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Born 1820 
—Still going strong. 
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1st Yachtsman: ‘Jove! THAT BOAT OUGHT TO BE CALLED ‘JoHnniz WALKER’! 
2nd Yachtsman: ‘* \VHY, BECAUSE IT’S NON-FILLABLE? ” 
1st Yachtsman : ““No, BECAUSE OF ITS TREMENDOUS ‘BOOM’ AND ‘SAIL.”” 


io 
\ 





The “boom” in “ Johnnie Walker” came when it was protected by the non-refillable bottles. But its immense sale 
has been a steady growth since 1820. Fast as “ Johnnie Walker” sales are forging ahead, it is not so fast as have 
been its steady increase of reserve stocks held in bond to ensure its unvarying quality. 


Every drop of “ Johnnie Walker” Red Label in a non-refillable bottle is over 10 years old. 
GUARANTEED SAME QUALITY THROUGHOUT: THE WORLD. 


Agents: WILLIAMS & HUMBERT, 1158 Broadway, NEW YORK. 


JOHN WALKER & SONS, Lrtov., Wuisky Distitters, KILMARNOCK, ScoTLanp. 
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A BIRTHDAY CAKE for the MIND 


delivered freshly baked and with candles 
lighted once every month 


Take the best theatrical magazine, add the best humorous periodical, 
stir in The Sketch and The Tatler from London, pour in one or two 
reviews of art, sprinkle with a few outdoor sports, add a French 
flavoring—say of La Vie Parisienne, mix in a hundred or two photo- 
graphs and sketches, add a dozen useful departments, add a magazine 
of fashion and then one of literature, add humors for raisins and follies 
for spice, frost with a cover in four colors, cook with ten dollars’ worth 
of laughs, use the fripperies, vanities, dances and decadent arts for your 
little red candles, and the result will be 


VANITY FAIR 


the most talked of and most successful of all the new magazines; the 
magazine which makes every day a birthday; in entertainment, 
in good fellowship, in memories, in anticipation. 


Ask your newsdealer to show you a copy 


Special Offer 
Six Months for One Dollar 


Vanity Fair costs 25 cents a number or $3.00 
ayear. Readers of this magazine using the 
Coupon at the left can have a six months’ 
“trial” subscription for One Dollar. 


. CONDE NAST, Publisher 
oF % FRANK CROWNINSHIELD, Editor 

















ROMEIKE’ 


ou, your Trends, or any Subject on which you may want to be 
up-to-date." Every sores and periodical of importance : Earn Big Money 
: All Branches of Art Taught BY MAILorLocal Classes 
Write for illustrated booklet, terms and list of successful pupils. 
ASSOCIATED ART STUDIOS, 2124 Flatiron Blidg., N.Y. 


in the United States and 
for 100 notices. 
HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N. Y. 








PRESS CUTTING BUREAU 
will send you all newspaper clip- 
pings which may appear about 


Bo QI Pet tesesines 


urope is searched. Terms, $5.00 





20% DOWN 10% A MONTH 


N 
CREDIT 


f absolutely 
furnehed every 
chase price. Goods sent 


J. ML LYON & CO., ‘crcisss, 71-73 Mosse St, NEWYORK. 


‘The most beautiful are the Blue-white, especially 
Ae YON DIAMONDS ore Ist Quality, Blue<white. 
ite value and for 


Newspapers, Etc. 















Judge’s Between Cover, 


ORICHAEL O’HALLORAN.” 5 

Stratton-Porter. Consticadiant 
there must be something wrong with Y, 
We have, in a 
sincerity and with 
absolute lack of 
SuCCess, attempted 
SUCCESSively to 
weep over “Free. 
kles,”’ sob as we 
read “The Girl of 
the Limberlost,” 


and palpitate 
GENE STRATTON PORTER “The arvana 





be at odds with the veges an . 

: , rs of lite. 
rature who are going to buy Mrs. Porter's 
newest novel. 

The — =“ lie in our abhorrence 
oO rw periect. * average 0 
hero holds no senate = oe 
Porter hero—a cross betwee - eae 

‘ Ss cen Sir Galahad 
and the s« hool teacher’s pet—fills us with 
dismay. Michael—like Freckles—and the 
Limberlost lady—and the Harvesting gen. 
tleman—is a vision of sticky virtue, He 
adopts a crippled orphan, supervises her 
education, reforms a newspaper, remodels 
a household, saves an estimable gentleman 
from disgrace, and coins almost enough 
epigrams to fill the gaps between his kindly 
ministrations. 

We would not be thought trifling nor arti. 
ficial in expressing such an opinion. Mr, 
Porter is at least a true observer of nature, 
and is most comprehensive in her descrip. 
tion of wild-flowers. Unfortunately, how- 
ever, we have never cared particularly for 
wild-flowers. . 

* 

“Nicky-Nan, Reservist,” by “Q” (Sir 
A. T. Quiller-Couch). Nicholas Nanjivell, 
commonly known as “Nicky-Nan,” is a 
crippled reservist who occupies the fore- 
ground of the story. But the background 
is more important. The author has caught 
the quaint charm of the small Cornish 
village, with its quiet vistas and its energetic 
females. And behind it all we can see the 
hand of war gripping at the very heart of 
the sleepy village. 

* 

“Two Sinners,” by Mrs. David G. 
Ritchie, is the story of three interesting sis 
ters—one of whom was married, another 
who wanted to be, but couldn’t, and a third 
who could have been—but didn’t want to. 
It is a story of that slightly better than 
middle-class life so often the novelist’s 
material. There are some rather acute stud- 
ies of feminine nature. 

* 

“The Pearl Fishers,” by H. de Vere 
Stacpoole. Since this story is chiefly about 
Solomon Islanders, and Solomon Islanders 
are neutral, there is little chance for the 
author to resort to Red Cross nurses 
shrapnel. But the reader will find plenty 
of excitement. There are wrecks, heroes, 
adventures, pearls, plots and coun 














rs 


ene 
lly, 


all 
vith 


: of 


to 
rec. 
we 
| of 
a.” 


at 


to 
ite- 
er’s 


ure 
On- 
had 
vith 
the 
en- 


(Sir 
ell, 
$a 


und 
ght 
nish 
etic 
the 
t of 





Amusing Tales of Contemporary Life 


The Kinder Way—A small special constable when on top of a tram 
uested by the conductor to come down to deal with a man who 
yo er to be abusive. Reluctantly, the special constable complied 
ye th geet, but found himself confronted by a huge navvy about six 
with t r ches and four feet broad. 
oo he is,” said the conductor. “He won’t pay his fare.” 
The small spec ial constable reflected, and then remarked sadly: “Well, 


- st pay it for him.”’—Tit-bits 
| suppose J mus ) 


A Cruel Blow—‘I see you have your arm in a sling,” said the inquisi- 
tive passenger. “Broken, isn’t it? 

" #Yes, sir,” responded the ot her passenger. 

“Meet with an acc ident ? 

“No; broke it while trying to pat myself on the back.” 

“Great Scott! What for?” 

“For minding my own business.’’—Ram’s Horn. 

Great Memory Has Lapse Marmora, who lived at Swansea, Wales, 
after his return from America until his death a short time ago, in his ninety- 
gcond year, possessed an extraordinary memory for dates. He could recol- 
ict the day of the month and the year of any event of importance that had 
gcurred in Wales during his lifetime, and could say offhand when and 
where almost every Baptist minister of the nineteenth century had been 
ordained, and (if deceased) when and where buried. 

Of Bible verses he had actumulated an inexhaustible stere, and could 
reproduce whole passages from the sermons of famous preachers long since 
dead. > ° . 

And yet his biographer in the “‘Geninen” makes him out to be an absent- 
minded man. Once when paying a call at Tonyrefail he asked the lady of 
the house how old her baby was, and she replied, ‘‘ Just four weeks.” 

Marmora’s next observation must have flabbergasted her. “Is it your 
youngest?” he asked.—Cardiff Western Mail. 

Was Getting Older—James Whitcomb Riley says that he was sum- 
moned as a Witness in a case tried in an Indiana rural court, where one of the 
witnesses before him evinced some disinclination to state her age. 

“Is it very necessary?” coyly asked the witness, a spinster of uncertain 
age. 
“It is absolutely necessary, madam,” interposed the judge. 

“Well,” sighed the maiden, “if I must I suppose I must. I don’t see 
how it could possibly affect the case, for you see ‘ 

“Madam,” observed the judge, with some asperity, “I must ask you not 
to waste the time of this court. Kindly state your age.” 

Whereupon the spinster showed signs of hysterics. 

%5 


] was 
exclaimed the judge, now thoroughly impatient. 


“Madam, hurry up!” 
“Every minute makes it worse, you know!”’—Pittsburg Chronicle-Telegraph. 


“T am, that is, 


Happy Thought—“ Your honor,” said the arrested chauffeur, “I tried 
to warn the man, but the horn would not work.” 

“Then why did you not slacken speed rather than run him down?” 

A light seemed to dawn upon the prisoner. ‘“That’s one on me. I 
never thought of that.’”—Case and Comment. 


His Puzzling Dilemma—A new regulation in a certain coa: mine 
required that each man mark with chalk the number on every car of coal 
mined, 

One man named Rudolph, having filled the eleventh car, marked it with 
aNo. 1, and, after pondering a while, let it go at that. 

Another miner, happening to notice what he thought was a mistake, 
called Rudolph’s attention to the fact that he had marked the car No. 1 
instead of 11. 

“Ves, I know,” said Rudolph, “but I can’t tink which side de odder wan 
§ on.” —Everybody’s Magazine. 


Penalty of Abstinence—The minister while on a visit toa neighboring 
parish was justly proud of having induced Sandy, the local blacksmith, a 
confirmed old toper, to sign the pledge. Having occasion again to visit the 
district, he took the opportunity to call on Sandy to see whether his pledge 
vas still holding good. 

“Yes,” replied Sandy to the minister’s anxious inquiry. “I haven’t 
touched a drap of anything for a whole month. I never thocht I could hae 
done without so lang.” 
vy Well done,” replied his reverence, with very evident satisfaction. 

I suppose you find you can save a little now?” 

: Aw,” said Sandy, “I’ve saved enough to buy me a braw oak coffin 
- brass handles, and if I’m teetotal for anither month I'll be in it.”— 
Washington Star. 
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Se > Blue Wrapper | oy ene bay mission 'S 
The STERLING GUM CO., Inc., Long Island City, New York | Point}. Will 1 succeed 
’ -—————~- —Old Seven, the Baffler. 
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"THREE hypnotists put a man in a trance and 
asked him to write the 7th Point — he did. 
All they learned was Points | to 6, 


Point |1—Crowded with Point 4—Sterling purity 


flavor Point 5—From a daylight 
Point 2—Velvety body factory 


—NO GRIT Point 6—Untouched by 
Point 3—Crumble-proof hands 


Point @) What % 





” Cette rit 








My name is Old Seven, 











Fashion Orders 


BLACK & WHITE 
Scotch Whiskey 


THE HIGHEST STANDARD OF QUALITY 

















DIARY February 2, 1890 


A large coaching party came 
up from town — and 
stopped at the Inn for an 
excellent meal and the ever- 
popular 


Old Overholt Rye 
“Same for 100 years” 


Nowadays, in this age 
of motoring, Old Overholt is 
still the popular choice. Men 





appreciateitsuniformpurity, 4 
quality and flavor. Aged 
in the wood, bottled in g#>5. |\\ | 
bond. ; 1 \ 
A. OVERHOLT & CO. 

Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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Topped into hazard 


Exasperated by a “‘topped ball;” 
thrilled by a 240-yard drive; dis- 
couraged by a bunker; elated by 
a long brassie shot—every club, 
every shot, every condition of 
actual golf is encountered with 


“GOLF BUG” 


The Only Game of Golf with Cards 


A scientific game of absorbing interest to both 
those who play golf and those who don’t. 
Played by actual golf rules. Eight golf sticks 
of 120 cards, fine quality, field chart, book of 
golf terms and rules, score cards and markers, 
packed in handsome carton—only $1.00. 


ORGANIZE A WINTER GOLF CLUB 


Winter golf clubs for playing ‘‘Golf Bug’’ are being organ- 
ized everywhere. Be the first to start one among your | 
friends. Ask for “‘Golf Bug’’ at the stationer’s, sporting 

















house or department store. If your dealer hasn't 
‘Golf Bug” we'll supply you direct—and prepay postage, 
Order this fascinating game now. 
CON. P. CURRAN PRINTING COMPANY 
719 Wainut Street St. Louis, Mo. 


BE AN EXPERT ACCOUNTANT 


Gann a8 8 SALARY! eee Ld salaried positions gre open for Expert | 


ou By M assured. » 
time. Cost samall— 
We ‘Train ¥. You u By Mall fi.2° So nti 


prepared and directed by noted 


eit SBECIAL i REDUCED RATE 


how, waite a limited time, we can —— , special reduced rate 
now for valuable free 
UNIVERSITY Dopi.ose Chicago 


Sanne a “Aa WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent. Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” and ‘How to Get 
Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., Patent 








Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D.C. 


With the College Wits 
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I’m a match for anyone. 














Strike me 
Widow 


At the Exposition—furmer—Gosh, 
look at that! Ha! 

Guide—Gosh, look how them there signs 
are mixed! There’s a figure of a girl with 
no arms and it’s called ‘‘ Venus”’ and right 
next to it is one labeled “September Morn,” 
Hands off.””—Cha parral. 


Ashamed 
Her face turned white, in the pale moonlight 
And she turned—on her face a frown 
She fled in haste 


To an ultra modern gown 


for she wore the waist 


( argoyle 


A Hint—If you really want her, then 
use this formula in proposing: “Will you 
marry me? And have you any objection?” 
—Don’t you see, “Yes” or “No,” you get 
her either way. Think it over—spring’s 
comin’.— Record. 

The Bottom Rung—\Vuainsook—I'm 
going to be married. 

Lingerie—To whom, pray? 

Nainsook (shamefacedly)—A student. 

Lingerie—Oh, dear me, I'm disappointed. 

Nainsook—So am I, but then a poor girl 
has to start somewhere.—W idow. 


Half a Leg Onward 

There was a young man from Bayview 
Who carried his jits in his shoe. 

\long came a yegg 

Who pinched the man’s leg 
And cloped with a thousand or two. Longhorn. 

While the Waiter Waits—T7he Em- 
barrassed One—You've saved my life with 
the fiver. I'll owe you an eternal debt of 
gratitude. 

The Generous One—I don’t care how long 
you owe me your gratitude, but as to the 
five simoleons—that’s another matter. 


Punch Bowl. 


Shadow Secrets 

When first I saw them—him and her 

They stood together, face to face; 

Then shadows deepened where they were 
When first I saw them—him and her. 

Until I watched their figures blur 

Yet, as before had been the case, 

When first I saw them—him and her, 

They stood together—/face to face. 

Purple Cow. 























Motoring Lefora 
Free to Judge 
Readers 


H. W. Slauson, M. E., editor 
of Leslie's Motor Depart 
ment, will give you unbiased 
information that will help 
you solve any motor 

problem _-from the purchase 
of a new car to the proper 
air pressure in the tires of 
the car you already have. 


Mr. Slauson is an automo 
bile expert who is in an 
unusual position to help 
settle motor questions. 


For years he has been study- 
ing the problems of thov- 
sands of motorists, and his 
own experience and his 
complete records of the ex 
periences of other motorists 
enable him to advise you 
promptly and accurately on 
any matter relating to au 
tomobiles, motor cycles or 
motor boats. 


This service is offered with- 
out any charge or obligation. 


Simply send your question 
on the coupon below, or 
write a letter to the same 
address. 


H. W. Slauson, M. E., Editor Motor 
Department Leslie’s Weekly 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


Gentlemen: 
Please give me, free of charge, the 
following information: 


Name. 


Mdlddttes. .... .. 0 o ce cece seem 
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Passing the Mustard 


Built for It—‘‘Doesn’t that youngster 
of yours toe-in a little when he tries to stand 


wives ‘d replied the fond father. “We 
have great hopes of him. It looks to me as 
if he were naturally built for an expert golf 
player.” —Washingion Star. 


Thankless—Mrs. Bruggs—Mrs. Van 
Perkins complains that her portraits don’t 
look like her. : ? — 

Photographer—Complains, does she? She 
ought to be grateful.—Cincinnati Star. 


The Wherefore—“ Miss Wombat is not 
a girl who wants to talk all the time. She 
is willing to listen.” 

“Yes: somebody once told her that she 
had beautiful ears.”"—Kansas City Journal. 


Miscalculation. 
How oft, alas, he comes to view 
To terrorize the scene— 
The crank who thinks that he is due 
To run the whole machine! 
Washington Star. 


No Cause of Action—‘“TI hear there is 
a movement on foot to weed out all unscrup- 
ulous lawyers from the Plunkville bar.” 

“We investigated and found there are no 
unscrupulous lawyers at the Plunkville bar.” 

“Who investigated?” 

“Us lawyers.’”’—Louisville Courier-Jour- 
nal. 


As Near as He Could Come to It— 
“Did you use that money you put by for 
arainy day in the way you intended?” 

“Not exactly. But I came as near using it 
inthat way as I could. I bought watered 
stock with it.””—Washington Star. 


Not Interested—‘“I wish, Mrs. Nu- 
rich, you would come over some time and 
see my apiary.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Jiggs, but really 
monkeys never interested me.”—Buffalo 


Express. 


Affectation—“ Pa, what is affectation?” 
“Affectation, my boy, is carrying three 
extra tires on an automobile that never 
gets more than four blocks away from a 
garage.” —Detroit Free Press. 


The Answer—Teacher—What animal 
attaches himself to a man the most? 

Johnny —Why —er—er—the _ bulldog, 
ma’am.—Indiana polis Star. 


As Usual With the Linguist —“ Pro- 
fessor Thinkum speaks seven different 
languages.” “Yes,” replied Miss Cayenne. 
“But nobody takes much interest in what he 
Says In any of them.”—Washington Star. 


The Original —‘ Met the original tight- 
wad the other night.” 

“What did he do?”’ 

_ After I bought him dinner, theater 
tickets and a midnight supper, he wanted 
to match me to see who paid the carfare 


ome.” —Louisville Courier-Journal. 
i 








A teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitter with your Grape F 

ul « ott’s rs t irape Fruit 

an an ideal appetizin« toni Sample of bitters by mail 
-instamp3. C.W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (AD) 








EGYPTIAN 


DISVITS 


The Utmost in Cigarettes 


/ an Ene or 


[eople of culture rejunement 


eritemeeltierlitarmiar anably 
PREFER I deities lo 


) +f 
Any Oller Adareh<¢ 


|| Makers of the Highs Cad Tarkash | 
| and Fagplian Cigaretiesin the World | 














HOTEL LENOX 


North St., at Delaware Ave., 


Buffalo, N. Y. 


An ideal Hotel for tourists, motor parties and all who 
appreciate a quiet, select hotel with beautiful sur- 
roundings. 

EUROPEAN PLAN 
Room with Privilege of Bath 
For one person- - - - = = = = = = = $1.50 per day 
For two persons - - = - = = «= «= = = $2.00 per day 
Room with Private Bath 
For one, = += = $2.00, $2.50, $3.00 or $3.50 per day 
For two, - + - $3.00, $3.50, $4.00 or $5.00 per day 

Complimentary “Guide of Buffalo and Niagara 

Falls” and complete information on request. 


C. A. MINER, Manager. 








The famous Piedmont line. 
Any of our 100 styles and designs sent 
on 15 days’ free trial. We pay the freight 
A Piedmont protects fars, woolens and plumes 
from moths, mice, dust and damp. Distinctively 
beautiful. Charmingly fragrant. A real money and worry saver. Practi- 
cally everlasting. Finest Xmas, birthday or wedding gift at great saving. 
Write to-day for our great catalog. It is free to you. 
PIEDWYONT RED CEDAR OHEST CO., Dept. 89, Statesville, N.C. 





I will send my 25¢ Book For 


Strong Arms 


for 10c in stamps or coin 


A Illustrated with twenty full-page WOMEN 
half-tone cuts showing exercises 

that will quickly develop, beau- 

tify and gain great strength in and 

your shoulders, arms and hands, 


mor. ANTHONY BARKER CHILDREN 
1041 Barker Building, 110 W. 42nd St., NEW YORK 

























now buys a dazzling Lachnite Gem. 
brilliance is eternal—thev stand fire and acid 
tests cut is. Cost 


LD LACHMAN COMPANY 























John Fitch Patented His Steamboat 








present. 
‘straight ’’ or in High Balls. 
to Keep Good Whiskey Good.’’ 





Three Years After Carstairs Rye Was Established. 
The superiority of Carstairs Rye looms large 
alongside of ‘‘later arrivals,’’ in times past and 


Carstairs Rye is the drink of all drinks— 


In the non-refillable bottle—‘‘A Good Bottle 












































ADELPHIA 


Chestnut at 13th St. 
(Next to Wanamaker’s) 
Philadelphia, Pa. 

For all pu 


rposes 
the most conveniently 
hotel 






































“Innocence 
Abroad” 


This attractive picture in all the brilliant 
colors of the onginal painting by Enoch 
Boles; size 8x9'¢ in. on Art Mount 11x 
14 in. Sent prepaid to any address for only 
2Sc. to introduce our new 32 page 
catalogue of Pictures for the Den. 
“All winners.” Catalogue only 10c 


Celebrity Art Co. 











May We Pay Your Doctor’s Bills? 


ead HEALTH CULTURE MAGAZINE 


nd its editor, the well known, Dr. Elmer Lee, will 
answer your questions covering all phases of the 
subject of health without charge. $1 a year, I5c a 
aumber. “On Trial” 6 months for 25c. Money back 
if desired. Send for it now. 


HEALTH CULTURE, 706 St. James Bldg., New York 











TISE ON THE HAIR 
The fourth ection of “The Hair, its physiology, anatomy, diseases and 
treatment,” by Dr Achershaug | Norway), ‘‘is undoubtedly the most con- 
ciep and sclentific writing up to on this subject... " wot. The book 
with ewrorn yeicians’ end its, eto. will be sent on receipt of postage 
(6 cents). Address autnor, Achershaug, 500-6th Avenue, New York. 


G, FOR MEN, ICARS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST— 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 
Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 


Branch Warehouses: 
20 Beekman Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, N. J 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 























37A Columbus Ave., Boston, Mass. | 
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Stories with Smiles 


Plumbers and Professors—Many a 
good plumber has been spoiled by his 
parents while they were trying to create 
a professor out of him. The world wants 
teachers, and it wants tinsmiths too. It 
must have mule drivers, hod carriers, ditch 
diggers, canal drivers, sky-scraping con- 
tractors, heat, light and power men; it must 
have dull brains, skilled mechanics, tango- 
tea men, professors and plumbers. 

I would rather be a good plumber than a 
poor professor. 

The title of a plumber signifies two things 
—a big man or a little maa. It all depends 
on the man. Some of the biggest men that 
I know of in this country are plumbers. 
They know exactly how to fit men in an 
organization, and they are willing to do this 
while they wear overalls and jumper. 

—“The Silent Partner.” 


Once Bitten, Twice Shy—A _ philan- 
thropic lady visited an asylum not long ago 
and displayed great interest in the inmates. 
One old man particularly gained her com- 
passion. “And how long have you been 
here, my man?” she inquired. 

“Twelve years,” was the answer. 

“Do they treat you well?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do they feed you well?” 

“Yes.” 

After addressing a few more questions to 
him the visitor passed on. She noticed a 
smile broadening on the face of her attendant 
and on asking the cause heard with con- 
sternation that the old man was none other 
than the medical superintendent. She 
hurried back to make apologies. How 
successful she was may be gathered from 
these words: “I am sorry, doctor. I will 
never be governed by appearances again.” — 
Argonaut. 


A Ready Solution—A well-to-do farmer 
in need of legal advice sought a struggling 
attorney with reference to a suit he desired 
to bring against a neighbor. The lawyer 
looked up the statutes and advised his client 
what course to pursue. As the latter rose to 
leave the office he asked: “What’s your 
fee?” 

“Oh, say three dollars,” carelessly re- 
sponded the attorney. 

Whereupon the client proffered a five- 
dollar bill. The lawyer seemed embarrassed. 
He carefully searched his pockets and the 
drawers of his desk without finding the 
necessary change. Finally he met the 
exigency by pocketing the bill and observing, 
as he reached for a digest: 

“Tt would seem, sir, that I shall have to 
give you two dollars’ worth more of advice.” 
—New York Times. 


Correct—“ What’s an optimist?” 
“A man who tells other people not to 
worry when things are coming his way.” 
—Baltimore American. 


His Future—Hepsey—That boy of ours 
seems mighty fond of tendin’ to other folks’s 
business. 

Hiram—Guess we'll hev to make a lawyer 
of him. Then he’ll git paid for doin’ of it. 

—Boston Transcript. 








Are You Letting 
an El Dorado go 
to Waste? 


At you failing to realize up. 
on the possibilities which 
South American trade offers you 
—failing to capi- 
talize upon the 
three billion dol- 
lar market which 
the war has thrust 
into your hands? 


Then you should 
send today for 
that most authori- 
tative of all guides 
to the needs 
and characteristics 
of South American business 


Selling Latin America 
By W. E. Aughinbaugh 
Editor of Leslie’s Export Promotion Dept. 





If you are already reaching out for the 
profits to be gained by developing this 
field, you need this book also. It will 
give power to your efforts— make 
your selling more efficient—tell you 
how to pack, ship, bill and collect 
with the least risk and the maximum 
results. 


Written by a man who has spent 20 years on 
the firing line—who has traveled every nook 
and corner of 18 of the most important 
countries in Latin America — who has lived 
and worked with the people — who knows 
their language and their habits—who has 
sold them thousands of dollars’ worth’ of 
goods—and now who gives you the full 
benefit of his experience in a 395-page book 
of plain, simple, workable facts. 


Send For This Book Today—No Money 


Simply mail the coupon. Examine the book 
when it comes. If it does not prove to be a 
treasure house of profit-building suggestions, 
return it to us. 


ee SS 


Small, Maynard & Company 
16 Beacon Street, Boston, Mass. 


Please send me W. E. Aughinbaugh’s_ new book, 
“Selling Latin America.” If I keep it, I will remit 
$2.00. Otherwise, I shall remail the book to you 
within five days. 


Judge 10-23 
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“England Expects Every Man To Do His Duty’’ 


HIS signal flung on the October breeze from the HAT is more interesting than to trace the 
flagship of Admiral Lord Nelson will be re- growth of England’s naval power from its 
membered as long as the language, or even the 
memory of England shall endure. Only a little over . : 
a century has elapsed since the Battle of Cape Traf- glorious August morning in the reign of “Good 
algar decided the fate of Napoleon on the seas, and Queen Bess,” when the vaunted Invincible Armada 


England again calls on her sons to do their duty. of Philip of Spain was shattered into shapeless, 


aries ‘hristendom—from the . 
from the boundaries of C€ smouldering hulks and made the sport of wind and 


shores of the Seven Seas—they answer with a shout : ; : : 
of acclamation, and the thunder of British guns is W@4vV¢! For over three centuries England has 


heard from the Dardanelles to the North Sea. remained “ Mistress of the Seas.” 


ARFARE at sea and on land may change, wooden walls give way to walls of steel, poisonous vapors—the assassin 
bomb—the stealthy torpedo from an unseen foe—may claim their innocent victims and thus add to war’s 
horrors—but above all man-made conditions there always arises in great national crises some superior -power, some 

dominating personality representing the concrete force of a great cause or era, who is the standard bearer before the nation. 
It is the story of the wonderful men and women who, for good or ill, moulded events and made the history of the day in 
which they lived that is sointerestingly told—as never told before—in 


FAMOUS CHARACTERS OF HISTORY 


3 kagey * om Pe YTaEr 
ats Sona ie , i et" 


small beginnings in King Alfred’s time to that 





ABRAHAM LINCOLN 
SAID 


The 20 volumes are 


Alexander the 








Great 

William the in a conversation with 
Conqueror the author of these 

Alfred the Great books: 
Mary Queen of “TI want to thank 
Scots you for your Series of 
Cleopatra Histories. I have not 
Hernando Education enough to 
Cortez appreciate the pro- 
cteathins found works of vol- 
uminous __ historians, 
QueenElizabeth and if I had, I have no 

Henry IV time to read them. 

Marie “ But your Series of 
Antoinette Histories gives me just 


that knowledge of past 
men and events that 
I need. I have read 


Julius Caesar 
Peter the Great 


Hannibal them with the greatest 
Pyrrhus interest. Tothem] am 
Nero indebted for about all 
i. the historical knowledge 
reg I have.” 
Genghis Khan 
Darius theGreat 
mprienp DESTRUCTION OF THE INVINCIBLE ARMADA 
Cyrus the Great 
° . S BOOKS IN A NEW D 
Our Inaugural Price Offer A Saving of 50% The canny andapated New ‘alton af these 20 
wonderful volumes 1s 


y. 
° ° ° The ; blisher’s price was $30.00 Our Ir- 
All the Entertainment and Fascination The Part That Women _ suzuaPrce for ithe same books, superior in every 
mechanical detail, is -00. 
of Romance P| ayed DESCRIPTIVE DETAILS OF NEW EDITION 

T was Emerson who said: “There is properly no History, Each volume is 8 x 5% inches, printed from new plates 
ee _” ; 7 i eee : in large, clear type. Bound in a silk finished, rich green 

hes Biography.” In these 20 superb volumes we have cloth. wi h titles stamved in gold. 
the world’s biography covering 2,500 years of history written ‘ Finished with gold tops and silk head-bands. Ii- 
around the lives of those dominant human forces—the HE important part that women  juystrated with 60 full page reproductions of famous pic- 


vt Seg ine a iat asitie a " i i t — itable art gallery of great historical events. 
Alexanders, the Czsars, the Elizabeths of ancient and have played in shaping great world Se eee Saeae out at the inaugural price by sending 


modern times. ; events is shown in the career of Queen coupon today— You need send no money with coupon—simply 
Instead of a dry history of the world giving facts, datesand Elizabeth, whose reign was the golden atl te cougen and attach 0 yout ie eereenda jand eve eave 

figures, each volume is a complete life story—an enthralling age of English life and letters. Of Pee eae caer Se tan ean in en nts Sch RD CHENG CES CRED SERDAENNERD GES CED RENT 

romance, an entertaining novel in every sense except that it other famous women we are told—of SEND COUPON TODAY ATTACHED TO YOUR LETTERHEAD 


is true. Instead of a history of the ancient world we have . —_ ; 
Cyrus, and Xerxes, and Darius and Hannibal with the an- the a ceeye oe = , “ants Sate O.. 1 Set es New York Cy 
cient world around them. We see Caesar in the Senate, or Josephine, who for a short t me shar History.” as per your ofter. if I keep them I will promptly on 
surrounded by his legions, extending the boundaries of With Napoleon the first fruits of his g their receipt mai’ you the Gree Dg tg ey Ly | 
Rome to include all the known parts of the earth, as he gives dazzling dream of world power—of 1 i aitia oe Sen eran the 20 ‘Sfemes to you in perfect 
to his ambitions the wings of fancy and the feet of accom- Mary Queen of Scots, whose beauty and | @ndition at your expense. 

plished fact. We see the tide of Rome’s destiny, and, there- personal charm almost cause us to g Name ...........-cesceeeeeeeeeeeseeeteseeeeeeeees 
fore, that of the world, turned aside because of the beauty of overlook her frailties. While reading i RGUIONB ..5 o.oo cc ccevce osscen sdvevesebudeseeepeneeaD 
&woman—Cleopatra. In the modern world we see the prac- these 20 wonderful books there is borne GOMOD. o.oo obo g otk ce bei sven cdseeguavetweeaknaadd 


tical genius of Peter the Great creating a great nation from ee te 6 Te lonh whee weno s ha ee ie earns s an ee ee eee 
the semi-b: :; Q “ ibes - -aste Ad. J to our consciousness as never before the | Delivery charges prepaid to points in the United States East of 

@ semi-barbarous tribes of eastern Europe. We see the . > B 'd De rriage extra. Canada, duty extra 
mighty City of St. Petersburg rise from the marshes of the realization of the force of the old adage I ge West’ of Winnipeg. ” Weight of set boxed 
Neva at his command. that “Truth is stranger than fiction.” & about 30 pounds. 
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Good Sport and Good Smoke Go Together 


There's more crisp, brisk, youthful vigor in an ounce of “Bull’’ Durham than 
in a pound of any other tobacco ever rolled up into a cigarette. __ It’s the co-part- 
ner of the go-ahead spirit—the delight of the fresh, unjaded taste that goes with 
enthusiasm and energy. This grand old tobacco the favorite of three generations 

is today the liveliest smoke in the whole world. 


GENUINE 


B (i LL D U Ww me AM agen papers, 
SMOKING TOBACCO 


Within the last two years the “roll-your-own”’ idea has spread amaz- 
ingly. Thousands of men have learned that their own hand-rolled “Bull” 
Durham cigarettes have a freshness and fragrance impossible to obtain 

in any other way. Made exclusively 
from mild, ripe Virginia-North Carolina 
“bright’’ tobacco leaf, “Bull’’ Durham 
is unique in its mellow-sweet flavor. 
Try it once and you'll smoke it always. 


FREE An Illustrated Booklet, showing 


correct way to “Roll Your Own’ 
Cigarettes, and a package of cigarette papers, 
will both be mailed, free, to any address in 
U. S. on request. Address “Bull” Durham, 
Durham, N. C., Room 1288. 


THE AMERICAN TOBACCO COMPANY 








